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InthemainebatteiljWhorepuiflanca on eytherfide 
Shallbewell wingedwitb ourcbiefeft Horfe? 

This,and Saint george to boete, what thinkcft thou not. 

Nor- A good direftion warlike Soucraignc, He (,lerveth 
This found I one myTent this mqrning. bim'apapcr. 

Iochej ofNorfolkejse Mot to fald, 

For Dickon thy matter ts bought and fo/d . 

King. A thingdeuifed bytheenemy, 

Goe Gentlemen euery man vmo his charge. 

Let not eur babling dreames affright our foules, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifde at firft to keepe the drong in avve, 

Our ftrong armes be oprconfcience, our fwords our law« 
Jdarchon, ioyne brauely , let vs to it pellmell, 

If not to Heauen, then hand in hand to Heil, His Oratim 
^Vhatfhall I fay more then I haue inferd, tohis Army, 
Remember who you are in cope withall, 
AfortofVagabonds, Rafcols,and run.awayes, 

A fcum of Briitaines, and bafe Iackey Pefants, 

Whom their ore cloyed Country vomits forth 
To delperate aduenturesandafl’ur’d deftruétion, 
Youdeepingfafetheybring you tovnreft : 

You hauinglands,and bleft with beautious vviues, 

They would redraine the one,didaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellpw ? 

Long kept in Brittaine at our motherscoft, 

A milke-lbp one that neuer in his life 
Feit fo much cold as ouer ihooes in Snow: 

Lets whip thefe draglers ore the Seas againe, 

Lailihencé thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe familht beggers weary of their liues- 
Who but for drcaming on this fond exploit, 

For want ofmeanes poore rats had hang’d themfelues* - 
Jf webe conquered let men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baftard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haueintheirowne land beaten,bob’d and thumpt. 

And on record left them theheires of fhame. 

Shallthefeenioy our land, lie with our wiues ? 
vRauilh our daugbters,harke I heare there Drum, 
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. cf rucnara we Third, 

Fi<rht Gentlemen of England fight boldly Yeomerc 
paw Archers, draw your Arrowes to the head» 

Spur yourproud horfcs hard, and rideki blood, 
the welking with your broken ftaues, 

V'»That fayes Lord Stanley will he bring his power? 

Mef. My Lord he doth deny to come. 

Kin, Öff with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor- My Lord, the Enemy is paft the marlh, 

After the battell let George Stanley dye. 

Kin. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome,' 
Aduance our ftandards, fet vpon our fces, 

Ourancient word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of ficry Dragons, 

. Vpon them,vi£ory fits on our helmes. 

Alarur» excurfions. Enter Catesby • 

Gtf.Refcew my Lord ofAT?rfr%,refcew,refcew 
The King enafts more wonders then a man, 

Daring and oppofite to euery danger, 

His horfe is flaine,and all on foote he fights, 

Seeking for Vttehmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord,or elfe the day is loft. Enter K ichafd 
Kin, A horfc,ahorfc,my Kingdome for a horfe. 

Cat. W ithdraw my Lerd l ile helpe you to a horfe. 

Kin. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And I will ftand thehazzardof the die, 

Jthinke there be fixe Riehmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue I flaine to day inftead of him. 

A horfe, a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe, 

-AUmm- Enter Rtchard & Richmondyhejfight^Riehard ,„ 
flaine hen retrait beingfounded. Enter Richmondfiarby 
hearing the Crowneynith other Lords • 

R ieh. God and your armes be prayfed vi&orious friends, 
The dayis ours,the bloodydogisdead. 

Dar. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfurped royalties, 

From the dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to graee thy browes withall, 
Weareit,and make much of it. 

Rick. Great God of Heauen fay Amen to all, 
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